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Prefatory Note 


In presenuing, the first of an “Extra Series” of 
‘““Orinda Booklets,” I would acquaint the Reader 
with what has been my principal aim in this 
further venture, which is chiefly an experiment 
designed to ascertain how far my clientéle desires 
such a series, presented in such a form. 

In these klets it is intended to offer an- 
thologies from, and other collections of verse by, 
some of the less-known seventeenth-century poets, 
reproduced exactly from the original editions, or 
from manuscripts, their spelling, punctuation, and 
capital letters, being an exact copy of one of the 
earliest editions, excepting that the old type-forms 
of f{ for s, 1 for j, u for v, and v for u, have been dis- 
carded, and the modern forms substituted, the per- 
usal of these early productions being thus made 
much less of a task than it would have been had 
they been offered in precisely the same form as 
they were printed by Piete authors two and a half 
centuries ago. 

I now turn particularly to the author represented 
in the present booklet. 

She has already been reprinted in a complete 
and modernized form, and but for the lucky chance 
which brought into my possession what I must 
regard as one of her holograph manuscript books, 
I should not now have offered, after my publication 
of last year, a second and similar instalment of her 
homely yet striking verses. The present collection 
is not so much an anthology as a collection supple- 
mentary to what I ublished in 1904, taking some 
little pains to give what I considered the best pieces 
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of those included in the holograph spoken of. It 
may stand on its own merits for those lovers of our 
old literature who like to see into the inner work- 
ings, so to speak, of the mind of an exceptionally 
gifted woman who never published a line of her 
own verse herself, nor had it issued by her own 
authority. 

Whatever may be said for or against her writings 
in verse, this at least should stand the test of 
intelligent scrutiny and critical perception,—that 
she is alone in her own particular department of 
poetry, assuming that no intelligent reader would 
deny her the title of poet. She was humble in her 
nature—her verse bears the marks of that char- 
acteristic; a true and pure woman, she never 
penned a base word; her life was one of true 
devotion to her friends, whom she welded together, 
so to speak, into a “Society,” giving each friend a 

articular name of her own coining. One of these 

riends was Jeremy Taylor, whom she named 
Palemon ; to the others she gave similar semi- 
classical names. She had a genius for friendship 
of the platonic kind, and she may not be unsuitably 
styled the poetess of friendship, a large number of 
her poems being addressed to her friends in most 
tender and affectionate terms. 

The present volume shews the pieces comprised 
in it in an independent text-form, which differs in 
many cases from the two published texts of 1664 
and 1667, the former edition being an unauthorised 
one. That fact alone should be ahmost sufficient to 
warrant the present humble reproduction of the 
text of a portion of her holograph. | 

One poem, herein included, has not hitherto been 
printed so far as the present editor is aware ; it is 
taken from the holograph. aan 
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A Friend 


LovE, natures plot, this great Creations soule, 
The being and the Harmony of things, 
Doth still preserve, and propagate the whole, 
From whence man’s happiness & safety springs : 
The early’st, whitest, blessedst times did draw 
From her alone their Universall Law. 


2 


Friendship is abstract of this noble flame, 
Tis Love refin’d and purg’d from all its drosse, 
The next to Angells Love, if not the same, 
Stronger then passion is, though not so grosse : 
It antedates a glad Eternity, 
And is a heaven in Epitomy. 


3 
Nobler then kinred or then mariage band 
Because more free ; wedlock felicity 
It self doth onely by this Union stand, 
And turns to friendship or to misery. 
Force or design matches to passe may bring, 
But Friendship doth from love & honour 
spring. 
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4 


If soules no sexes have for men texclude 
Women from friendships vast capacity 
Is a design injurious & rude 
Onely maintain’d by partiall tyrranny. 
Love is allow’d to us and Innocence 
And noblest friendships doe proceed from 
thence. 


5 


The chiefest thing in Friends is Sympathy : 
There is a secret do’s Friendship guide, 

Which made 2 souls before they know agree 
Who by a thousand mixtures are allyd, 

And chang’d and lost so that it is not known 

Within which Brest doth now reside their own. 


6 


Essential! honour must be in a Friend, 
Not such as every breath fann’s to & fro. 
But born within is its own Judge and end, 
And dares not sin though sure y‘tnone should 
know. 
Where Friendship’s spoke, honesty’s understood ; 
For none can be a friend that is not good. 


7 


Friendship doth carry more then coffion trust, 
And treachery is here the greatest sin. 
Secrets deposéd then none ever must 
Presume to open, but who put them in. 
They that in one Chest lay up all their stock, 
Had need be sure that none can pick y°® lock. 
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8 


A Brest too open friendship does not love, 
For that the others trust will not conceale ; 

Nor one too much reserv’d can it approve, 
It’s own condition this will not reveale. 

We empty passions for a double end, 

To be refresh’d & guarded by a friend. 


9 


Wisedome & knowledge friendship do’s require, 
The first for counsell, this for company; . 

And though not mainely yet we may desire 
Both Complaisance, & ingenuity. 

Though every thing may love yet ’tis a rule 

He cannot be a friend, that is a foole. 


10 


Discretion uses parts, and best knows how, 
And patience will all qualitys comend 
That serves a need best, but this will allow 
The weaknesses & passions of a Friend. 
We are not yet come to the Quire above : 
Who cannot pardon here, can never Love. 


1] 


Thick waters shew no images of things ; 
Friends are each others Mirrours, & should be 
Clearer then Crystal or the Mountaine springs, 
And free from clouds, design, or flattery. 
For vulgar soules no part of Friendship share : 
Poets and friends are born to what they are. 
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12 


Friends should observe, & chide each others fault, 
To be severe then is most just and kind ; 

Nothing can’scape theirsearch who know y° thought: 
This they should give and take with equa]! mind; 

For friendship, when this freedom is deny’d, 

Is like a Painter when his hands are ty’d. 


13 


A friend should find out each necessity, 
And then unask’d relieve’t at any rate : 
It is not friendship but formallity 
To be desir’d ; for kindness keeps no state. 
Of friends he doth y* benefactour prove 
That gives his friend a meanes t’express his Love. 


14 


Absence doth not from Friendships rites excuse : 
They who preserve each others heart & fame 
Parting can ne’re divide ; it may diffuse 

(As liquors, which asunder are the same) 
Though presence help’d them at y* first to greet, 
Their soules know now without those aids to meet. 


15 
Constant, & solid, whom no storms can shake, 
Nor death unfix, a right friend ought to be ; 
And if condemned to survive doth make 
No second choice but Grief, & memory. 
But friendships best fate is when it can spend 
A life, A fortune, all to serve a Friend. 


10 
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Against Pleasure 
Set by Dr Coleman 


THERE’ no such thing as pleasure here, 
"Tis all a perfect Cheat, 

Which doe’s but shine, & disappear, 
Whose charm is all deceipt : 

The empty bribe of yielding souls 

Which first betrays, & then controule’s. 


2 


"Tis true it looks at distance fayr 
But when we doe approach 

The fruit of Sodom will impayr 
And perish at y® touch. 

In being then in fancy less 

And we expect more then possess. 


3 


For by our pleasures we are cloy’d, 
And so desire is done, 

Or else like Rivers they make wide 
The channells where they run. 
And either way true bliss destroy’s 

Making us narrow, or our Joys. 


4 


We covet pleasure easily 
But it not so possess ; 
For many things must make it be, 
But one may make it less. 
II 
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Nay were our state as we could choose it 
‘Twould be consum’d by feare to loose it. 


5 


What art thou then, thou winged ayr, 
More swift & weak then fame, 
Whose next successor is despayr 
And it’s attendant shame ? 
Th’ experienc’d Prince then reason had, 
Who sayd of Pleasure, it is Mad. 


Invitation to the Countrey 


BE kind, my deare Rosania, though ’tis true 
Thy friendship will become my penance too ; 
Though there be nothing can reward the paine, 
Nothing to satisfy or entertain ; 
Though all the empty, wild, & like to me 
Who make new troubles in my company : 
Yet is the action more obleiging-great ; 
"Tis hardship onely make’s desert compleat. 
But yet to prove mixtures all things compound, 
There may in this be some advantage found ; 
For a retirement from the noise of Towns 
Is that for which some Kings have left their 
crowns. 
And Conquerours whose Laurells prest their Brow 
Have chang’d it for the quiet Mirtle bough. 
For titles, honours, and the worlds address 
Are things too cheap to make up happiness: 
The easy tribute of a giddy race, 
And paid less to the person then the place. 
12 
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So false, reflected, and so short content 
Is that which fortune, & opinion lent, 
That who most try’d it, have of fate complaind, 
With titles burden’d, & to greatness chain’d. 
For they alone enjoy’d what they possest 
Who relish’d most, & understood it best. 
And yet that understanding made them know 
The empty swift dispatch of all below. 
So that what most can outward things endeare 
Is the best meanes to make them disappeare : 
And even that Tyrant sence doth these destroy 
As more officious to our grief then Joy. 
Thus all the glittering world is but a cheat 
Obtruding on our sence things grosse, for great. 
But he that can enquire, & undisguise, 
Will soone perceive the sting y‘ hidden ly’s, 
And find no Joys merit esteem but those 
Whose Scene ly’s wholly at our own dispose. 
Man unconcern’d without, himself may be 
His own both prospect, & security. 
Kings may be slaves by their own passions hurld, 
But who comands himself, comands the World. 
A countrey-life assist’s this study best, 
When no distractions doth the soule arrest : 
There heav’n & earth ly open to our view, 
There we search nature, and it’s author too ; 
Possess’d with freedome and a reall state 
Look down on vice, on vanity, and fate. 

There (my Rosania) will we, mingling souls, 
Pitty the folly which the world controul’s, 
And all those Grandeurs which y® most do prize 
We either can enjoy, or will despise. 


13 
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To the Noble Palamon, 


on his incomparable discourse of 
Friendship 


WE had been still undone, wrapt in disguise, 
Secure, not happy ; cuning but not wise ! 
War had been our design, int’rest our trade, 
We had not dwelt in safety, but in shade, 
Hadst thou not hung out light more welcome far 
Than wand’ring Seamen think y*® Northern Star, 
To shew, least we our happiness should misse, 
"Tis plac’d in Friendship, Men’s (& Angells) bliss. 
ffriendship, w™ had a scorn or mask been made 
And still had been derided or betray’d ; 
At which the Politician still had laugh’d, 
The souldier stormed, & y® gallant scoff’d ; 
Or worn not as a passion but a plot, 
At first pretended, or at last forgot. 
Hadst thou not been her great deliverer, 
And first discover’d, & then rescu’d her ; 
And raising what rude malice had flung down, 
Unvayl'd her face, & then restor’d her Crown : 
By so august an action to convince, 
’Tis greater to support then be a Prince. 
O! for a voyce which big as thunder were 
That all mankind thy conquring truths might 

heare. 
Sure the Litigious as amaz’d would stand 
As Fairy Knights touch’d with Cambina’s wand, 
Nations & people would let fall their armes 
Drawn by thy softer, & yet stronger charmes. 

14 


Google 


Katherine Philips 


‘And what more honour could on thee be hurl’d, 

Then to protect a vertue, save a world ! 

But while Great ffriendship thou hast coppyd out, 

Th hast drawn thy self so well, y* we may doubt 
Which most appeare’s, thy Candour, or thy art, 
Or we ow more unto thy braine, or heart ; 
But this we know, without thy own consent 
Th’ hast rear’d thy self a glorious monum* 
And that so lasting as all fate forbids, 

And will out-live Egyptian Pyramids. 
Temples & Statues time will eat away, 

And Tombs (like theyr inhabitants) decay. 
But there Paleemon live’s, & so he must 
When Marbles crumble to forgotten dust. 


To the excellent Mrs A. O. 


upon her receiving the name of 
Lucasia, and adoption into our 
Society. 29 Decemb. 1651 


WE are compleat ; & fate hath now 

No greater blessing to bestow : 

Nay the dull world must now confess 

We have all worth, all happiness. 
Annalls of State are trifles to our fame, 
Now ’tis made sacred by Lucasia’s name. 


But as though through a burning-glasse 
The sun more vigorous doth passe, 
15 | 
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It still with generall freedom shine’s ; 
For that contract’s but not confine’s : 
So though by this her beam’s are fixed here, 
Yet she diffuse’s glorys every where. | 


Her mind is so entirely bright, 
The splendour would but wound ot sight, 
And must to some disguise submit, 
Or we could never worship it. 
And we by this relation, are allow’d 
Lustre enough to be Lucasia’s cloud. 


Nations will own us now to be | 
A Temple of divinity. 
And Pilgrims shall Ten ages hence 
Approach our Tombs with reverence. 
May then that time, which did such blisse convey, 
Be kept with us perpetuall Holy day. 


To my excellent Lucasia, 
on our friendship. 17th July 1653 


| 


I pip not live untill this time | 
Crown’d my felicity, 

When I could say without a crime 
I am not Thine, but Thee. 

This carkasse breath’d & walk’d & slept 
So that the world believ’d 

There was a soule the motions kept 
But they were all deceiv’d. | 
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For as a watch by art is wound 
To motion, such was mine: 

But never had Orinda found 
A Soule till she found thine ; 

Which now inspires, cures and supply’s, 
And guides my darken’d brest, 

For thou art all that I can prize, 
My Joy, my Life, my rest. 

Nor Bridegroomes nor crown’d conqu rours mirth 
To mine compar’d can be : 

They have but pieces of this Earth, 
Pve all the world in thee. 

Then let our flame still light, & shine 
(And no bold feare controule) 

As inocent as our design 
Imortall as our Soule. 


Friendships Mysterys, to 


my dearest Lucasia 


(Set by Mr H. Lawes) 


Come, my Lucasia, since we see 
That miracles mens faith do move 
By wonder, and by Prodigy, 
To the dull, angry world let’s prove 
There’s a religion in our Love. 
B 17 
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2 
For though we were design’d tagree 
That fate no liberty destroys, 
But our election is as free 
As Angells who with greedy choice 
Are yet determin’d to their Joys. 


3 
Our hearts are doubled by their loss, 
Here mixture is addition grown ; 
We both diffuse, & both engrosse, 
And we whose minds are so much one 
Never, yet ever are alone. 


4 


We court our own captivity 
Then Thrones more great & inocent : 
’T were banishment to be set free, 
Since we weare fetters whose intent 
Not bondage is, but Ornament. 


5 


Divided Joys are tedious found 
And griefs united easyer grow: 

We are our selves but by rebound, 
And all our titles shuffled so 
Both Princes, and both subjects too. 


6 


Our hearts are mutual victims layd 
While they—such power in friendship ly’s— 
Are Altars, Priests, and offerings made : 
And each heart which thus kindly dy’s 
Grow’s deathless by the sacrifice. 
18 
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Friendship in Emblem, or 
the Seale 


To my dearest Lucasia 


THE hearts thus intermixed speak 

A love that no bold shock can break, 
For Joyn’d & growing both in one 
Neither can be disturbd alone. 


2 
That meanes a mutuall knowledge too, 
For what is’'t either heart can doe 
Which by it’s panting centinell 
It doe’s not to the other tell? 


3 
That friendship hearts so much refine’s 
It nothing but it self design’s : 
The hearts are free from lower ends, 
For each point to the other tends. 


4 
They flame, ’tis true, & severall ways, 
But still those flames doe so much raise. 
That while to either they incline 
They yet are noble, & divine. 


5 
From smoak or hurt those flames are free, 
From grosseness or mortallity. 
The hearts (like Moses bush presum’d) 
Warm’d & enlighten’d, not consum’d. 
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6 
The compasses y‘ stand above _ 
Express this great immortall Love ; 
For friends, like them, can prove this true 
They are, & yet they are not two. 


7 


And in their posture is expressd 
Friendships exalted interest : 

Each follow’s where the other leane’s, 
And what each doe’s, ye other meane’s. 


8 


And as when one foot doe’s stand fast 
And tother circles seeks to cast, 

The steady part doe’s regulate 

And make y* wanderers motion streight : 


9 


So friends are onely Two in this, 
T’reclaime each other when they misse, 
For who soe’re will grossely fall, 

Can never be a friend at all. 


10 


And as that usefull instrument 

For even lines was ever meant, 

So friendship from good-angells spring’s, 
To teach the world heroique things. 


11 


As these are found out in design 
To rule & measure every line 
So friendship govern’s actions best 
Prescribing Law to all the rest. 
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And as in nature nothing’s set 

So Just, as lines, & numbers mett ; 
So compasses for these being made 
Doe friendships harmony perswade. 


“13 
And like to them, so friends may own 
Extension, not division. 
Their points, like bodys separate ; 
But head like soules know’s no such fate. 


14 
And as each part so well is knitt 
That their embraces even fit, 
So friends are such by destiny, 
And no Third can the place supply. 


15 


There needs no motto to y® Seale, 

But that we may the Mine reveale 

To the dull ey it was thought fit 

That friendship, onely should be writt. 


16 


But as there is degrees of bliss 

So there’s no friendship meant by this 
But such as will transmit to fame 
Lucasta’s & ORINDa’s name. 
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Content, 


to my dearest Lucasia 


Content, the false world’s best disguise, 

The search, and fashion of y® wise, 

Is so abstruse, and hid in night 

That like that Fairy red-crosse knight 
Who treacherous falsehood for cleare truth had got, 
Men think they have it, when they have it not. 


2 


For courts content would gladly own 

But she ne’re dwelt about a Throne : 

And to be flatter’d rich or great 

Are things that doe mans sences cheat. 
But grave experience long since this did see: 
Ambition, & content could ne’re agree. 


3 


Some vainer would content expect 

From w' their bright outsides reflect : 
But sure content is more divine 

Then to be digg’d from Rock or Mine: 
And they that know her beautys will confess 
She needs no lustre from a glittering dress. 


4 


In mirth some place her, but she scorns 
Th’ assistance of such crackling thorns, 
Nor ow’s her self to such thin sport, 
That is so sharp & yet so short : 
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And Paynters tell us they the same stroaks place 
To make a Laughing & a weeping face. 


5 


Others there are y‘ place content 

In Liberty from Government : 

But who his passions doe deprave, 

Though free from shackles, is a slave. 
Content, & bondage differ onely then 
When we are chain’d by vices, not by men. 


6 


Some think the camp content does know, 
And that she sit’s o’ th’ victors brow : 
But in his Laurell there is seen 
Oft’n a cypress bough between ; 
Nor will content her self in y* place give, 
Where noise, & tumult & destruction live. 


7 


But [yet] the most discreet believe 

The schools this Jewell doe receive, 

And thus far true without dispute 

Knowledge is still y*® sweetest fruit. 
But while men seek for truth they loose theyr peace 
And who heap’s knowledge sorrow doth increase. 


8 


But now some sullen Hermit smile’s, 
And think’s he all y® world beguile’s, 
And that his cell, & Dish containe 
What all mankind doe wish in vaine. 
But yet his pleasur’s followd wa grone 
For man was never made to be alone. 
23 
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9 


Content her self best comprehends 
Betwixt two souls & they two friends 
Whose eithers Joys in both are fixd 
And multiply’d by being mix’d: 
Whose minds & interests are so y® same 
Theyr very griefs imparted loose y* name. 


10 


These far remov'd from all bold noise, 
And (what is worse) all hollow Joys, 
Who never had a meane design, 
Whose flame is serious & divine, 
And calme, & even, must contented be 
For they've both Union, & Society. 


11 


Then, my Lucasia, we who have 

What ever love can give, or crave, 

With scorn, or pitty can survey 

The triffes which the most betray ; 
With ifiocence & perfect friendship fir’d 
By vertue Joyn’d, & by our choice retir’d. 


12 
Whose mirrours are y* crystall brooks 
Or else each others hearts, & looks ; 
Who cafiot wish for other things 
Then Privacy, & friendship bring’s : 
Whose thoughts and persons chang’d & mixt are 
one, 
Enjoy content, or elce the world has none. 
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L’amitié : 
To Mrs M. Aubrey 


Sous of my soule! my Joy, my crown, my friend ! 
A name which all the rest doth comprehend ; 
How happy are we now, whose souls are grown 
By an incomparable mixture One : 

Whose well acquainted minds are now as neare 
As love, or vows or secrets can endeare. 

I have no thought but what's to thee reveal’d 
Nor thou desire that is from me conceal’d. 

Thy heart locks up my secrets richly set 

And my brest is thy private cabinet. 

Thou shed’st no teare but what my moisture lent, 
And if I sigh it is thy breath is spent. 

United thus what horrour can appeare 

Worthy our sorrow, anger, or our feare? 

Let the dull world alone: to talk & fight 

And with their vast ambitions nature fright. 
Let them despise so inocent a flame, 

While Envy, pride, and faction play their game : 
But we by love sublim’d so high shall rise 

To pitty Kings, and Conquerours despise, 

Since we that sacred union have engrost 

Which they & all the sullen world have lost. 


6 Aprill 1651. 
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To Mrs M. A., upon absence 
(Set by Mr Henry Law’s) 


‘Tis now since I began to dy . 
Foure moneths, and more yet gasping live. 
Wrapp’d up in sorrows, doe I ly 
Hoping, yet doubting a reprieve. 
Adam from Paradise expell’d 
Just such a wretched being held. 


2 
Tis not thy love I feare to loose 
That will in spight of absence hold ; 
But ’tis the benefit and use 
Is lost, as in imprison’d Qold : 
Which though the summe be ne’re so great, 
Enriche’s nothing but conceipt. 


3 
What angry star then govern’s me 
That I must feele a double smart} 
Pris’ner to fate as well as thee, 
- Kept from thy face, link’d to thy heart 
Because my Love, all Love excell’s 
Must my griefs have no parallells. 


4 
Hapless and dead as winter here 
I now remaine and all I see 
Coppys of my wild ’state appeare, 
But I am their epitomy. 
Love me no more! for I am grown 
Too dead & dull for thee to own. 


12 Decemb. 1650, 
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A retird friendship 


To Ardelia. 23rd Augt. 1651 


Comz, my Ardelia, to this bowre, 
Where kindly mingling Souls a while 
Lets inocently spend an houre, 
And at all serious follys smile. 


2 


Here is no quarrelling for Crowns, 
Nor feare of changes in our fate ; 

No trembling at the Great ones frowns 
Nor any slavery of State. 


3 
Here’s no disguise nor treachery, 
_ Nor any deep conceal’d design ; 
From blood and plots this place is free 
And calme as are those looks of thine. 


4 


Here let us sit, and bless our starres 
Who did such happy quiet give 

As that remov’d from noise of warres 
In one anothers hearts we live. 


5 


_ Why should we entertain a feare [7] 
Love care’s not how the world is turn’d : 
If crouds of dangers should appeare 
Yet friendship can be unconcern’d. 
27 
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6 
We weare about us such a charme 
No horrour can be our offence ; 
For mischief’s self can doe no harme 
To friendship and to innocence. 


7 
Let’s mark how soone Apollo’s beams 
Command the flocks to quit their meat, 
And not intreat the neighbour-streams 
To quench their thirst but coole their heat. 


8 
In such a scorching Age as this 
Whoever would not seek a shade 
Deserve their happiness to miss 
As having their own peace betrayd. 


9 


But we (of one anothers mind 

Assur’d) the boistrous world disdain ; 
With quiet souls & unconfin’d 

Enjoy, what princes wish in vain. 


To the truly noble S* Ed: 
Dering (y* worthy Silvander,) 
on his dream, & navy 

S* To be noble when ’twas voted down, 
To dare be good though a whole age should frown ; 
To live within, & from that even state 


See all the under-world stoop to it’s fate ; 
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To give the Law of honour, & dispence 
All that is handsome, great, & worthy thence, 
Are things at once yo" practice & yo" end, 
And which I dare admire but not comend. -. 
But since t’ oblige y® world you so delight 
You must descend within o* reach & sight: 
(For so divinity must take disguise 
Least mortalls perish w® y*® bright surprize). 
And thus your muse,—which can enough reward 
All actions study’d to be brave & hard, 
And honours give’s than kings more p[er}manent, 
Above the reach of acts of Parliament— 
May suffer an acknowledgm[en]t from me 
For having thence receiv'd eternity. 
My thoughts with such advantage you express 
I hardly know them in this charming dress. 
And had I more unkindness frd my friend 
Then my demerits e’re could apprehend, 
Were the fleet courted with this gale of wind 
I might be sure a rich return to find. 
So when the Shepheard on his nimph complaind, 
Apollo in his shape his Mistress gain’d : 
She might have scorn’d the swain & found excuse 
But could not his great Orator réfuse. 

But for Rosania’s intrest I should feare 
’T were harder to obtain your pardon here ! 
But yo’ first goodness will I know allow 
That what was bounty then, is mercy now. 
Forgiveness is the noblest charity, 
And nothing can worthy yo' favour be. 
For you god-like are so much yo" own fate, 
That what you will accept you must create. 
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To the truly noble Mr H enry 
Lawes 


Naturg, which is the vast creations soule, 
That steady curious agent in the whole, 
The art of Heav’n, the order of this frame, 
. Is onely number in another name. 
- For as some king conquring w' was his own 
Hath choice of severall titles to his crown ; 
So harmony on this score now, y* then 
Yet still is all that take’s, & governs men. 
Beauty is but Composure, & we find 
Content is but the Concord of the mind, 
Friendship the Unison of well-tun’d hearts, 
Honour’s the Chorus of the noblest parts, 
And all the world on w™ we can reflect 
Musique to th’ eare, or to y® intellect. 
If then each man a little world must be 
How many worlds are coppy’d out in Thee ? 
Who art so richly formed, so compleat 
T’ epitomize all that is good or great, 
Whose stars this brave advantage did impart 
Thy nature’s more harmonious then thy art. 
Thou doest above the Poets praises live 
Who fetch from thee th’ eternity they give. 
And as true reason triumph’s over sence 
Yet is subjected to intelligence : 
' So Poets on the lower world look down 
But Lawes on them: his height is all his own. 
For like divinity it self his Lyre 
Reward’s the wit it did at first inspire. 
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And thus by double right Poets allow 
His, and their Laurells should adorn his brow. 
Live then (Great soule of nature !) to asswage 
The savage dullness of this sullen age. 
Charm us to sence, & though experience faile 
And reason too, thy numbers will prevaile. 
Then (like those Ancients) strike, and so comand 
All nature to obey thy generous hand. 
None can resist but such who needs will be 
More stupid then a Stone, a Fish, a Tree. 
Be it thy care our age to new-create : 
What built a world may sure repayre a State. 


Epitaph on Mr John Lloyd 


of Kilrhewy in Penbrokeshire (who 
dy’d July ye 1656) inscrib’d 
on his Monument in Kilgarron. 
(In y® person of his wife.) 


PRESERVE thou sad, & sole Trustee 
Of my deare husbands Memory 
These reliques of my broken heart 
Which I am forced to impart, 
For since he so untimely dy’d 
And living pledges was deny’d, 
Since days of mourning soon are done 
And Tears do perish as they run, 
Nay since my Grief at length must dy 
(For that’s no longer liv’d than I) 
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His name can live no way but one, 

In an abiding faithfull Stone. 
Tell then the unconcerned eys 
The value of thy Guest & Prize. 
How good he was, usefull, & just, 
How kind, how faithfull to his trust, 
Which known, and when their sence pro- 

pounds 

How mournfully a widdow sounds 
They may instructed go from thee 
To follow him & pitty me. 


rd 
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